to sleep, and Kit is helpingshe talks to keep me awake. The road wind ahead, and she bubbles along, composing with easy strokes, imagining a way of life for the two of us. We'd have a old car, the kind that gets flat tires, but inside would be wolfskin on the seats and warm fur on the steering wheel, and wolf fur on all the buttons. And we'd live in a ranch house made out of logs with a loft where you sleep, and you'd walk a little ways and there'd be the farm with the horses. We'd drive to town, and we'd have fiat tires, and be sort of old.
This artless bit of talk is a cue for my main contention that the writer, like the talker who finds his best subject and responds eagerly with his whole self, can easily pour out a harmonious passage; writing, like talk, can be easy, fast, and direct; it can come about through the impulsive following of interest, and its form and proportion can grow from itself in a way that appears easy and natural.
To some teachers this contention of mine is weak; but as a teacher and B. C.
The seed that met water spoke a little name.
(Great sunflowers were lording the air that day; this was before Jesus, before Rome; that other air was readying our hundreds of years to say things that rain has beat down on over broken stones and heaped behind us in many slag lands.)
Quiet in the earth a drop of water came, and the little seed spoke: "Sequoia is my name."
Shrugging off for a moment a hunch that my own writing may be too disquietingly relevant to this point about simplicity (for there are disturbing implications, perhaps), I turn to my second of the converging pointshow complex the writing can be when viewed from outside, when analyzed. If a person looks at a group of words he can find ideas, sound patterns, all kinds of involuted accomplishments. They are there; human beings are so marvelous in their thinking and in their analyzing that there is no end to the complexity of what can be discovered. This complexity is our opportunity and our triumph: it is not at all my intention to belittle either the existence or the discovery of these complexities. My point is a slightly different one. i .,vant to plead for the case of finding and expressing these patterns, these accomplishments which come naturally to the mind. I propose that we start with the assumption that people, even the shallowest ones, do have ideas: ideas spring from motion, and the mind is always Take some aspect of technique as an example. For a non-swimmera nonwriter, I meanit might seem that part of the effort of forming a poem derives from having to locate certain reinforcing sounds; to be firm about this, let us assume that the sounds needed are rhyme sounds. Maybe the writer is to move alongdub-dah, duh-dab, duhdah, June; dub-dah, duh-dah,duh-dah, Moon. Attention becomes focused on the rhymes. Writing, however, depends to a large extent on a kind of attention the opposite of that alerted by rhymesearch. Maybe it would help to assume something like this:for the writer (prose or poetry) all words rhyme; that is, all sounded words are more like each other than any word is like silence. You start from an assumption of relation, and your experience with the language' is a ments: 2 plus 2 equals 4 becomes a political statementI believe it is, still a Republican statement, though I may be missing some new developments these days. Anyway, the writer works from close similarities; he is buoyed by millions of slight influences. No analysis is ever complex enough to exhaust the potential in the language of any writer, of any human being; but. on the other hand no act of writing when considered from the inside is ever anything but natural, for the writer, the person who writes,.
who is led by the end of whatever golden string he .happens to pick up, and sustained by the selfhis own appreciative selfwhich judges him. To glimpse how much more pervasive than simple rhyme are the influences which come to bear in an actual passage, consider the writhing potentials, neither rhyme nor not rhyme, in something as natural an expression for Milton as this, when he herded the language ahead of him, saying and biting at once, and launched at 
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A person writes by means of that meager but persistent little self he has with him all the time. He does not outflank his ignorance by intensive reading in composition class; he does not become brilliant about constructions by learning the history of the language. He is a certain weight of person, relying on the total feeling he has for experience. Consider some implications for teaching and for conversing about teaching. You know how often students bring something to you, saying, "I don't know whether this is really good, or whether I should throw it in the wastebasket." The assumption is that one or the other choice is the right move. No. Almost everything we say or think or door writecomes in that spacious human area bounded by something this side of the sublime and something above the unforgivable. We must accustom ourselves to talking without orating, and to writing without achieving "Paradise Lost." We must forgive ourselves and each other much, in our writing and in our talking. We must abjure the "I wrote it last night and it looked good, but today I see it is terrible" trope. When you write, simply tell me something. Maybe you . can tell me how we should live.
For Kit, it was easyshe knew, and I can receive again the content, the pattern, the beginnings of a wonderful turbulence in her little dogpaddling toward great expression, as the two of us kept awake that night, coming through the 
